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Our memory, in league with Nature's tricks to ensure
the survival of the human race, cheats us by registering
the flowers, not the pain of illness. But I know that
there is a world into which I am forced by fierce pain.
Each time I can recognize its shape.

During the long hours when I could not read, the
vision of my enemy tormented me. I have spoken of
my friends and of kindly people, but I have been care-
ful to omit my enemy, not only for fear of libel or bore-
dom, but because really he was undefinable. Flesh and
blood I can never hate for long. But my enemy was
not of flesh, rather he was an influence, seldom visible,
creeping like a poisonous vapour into the courses of my
plan. Sometimes I could see the shine of his trail: a
movement order would be abruptly refused, a friend
would ^be translated to another command without
reason, a letter would fail to reach its destination, or the
voice in my ear would grow faint as the line was tapped.
Sometimes I saw him face to face in his various guises.
He was frequently a Major, holding a cushy job in the
Base Sub Area Office, conscious of his rank and safety,
strictly punctilious, effusive to the Senior Officers,
vicious with his subalterns and clerks. The pencil
twisted in his pale, mean hands as he enforced the last
letter of each regulation and ignored their intention.
His shifty, small eyes flicked cautiously about his little
province, searching for a new method of avoiding
work, glittering at the opportunity of affixing blame,
like a dart, into his victim, or gleaming in anticipa-
tion of a safe spot of lust on the cheap, which
would make a good story afterwards to tell the
Colonel.

Once he appeared in the form of a Brigadier, with a
fat scarlet neck which clashed with the pink of his tabs.